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in at last; not a good outlook, for we were still following a
path, whereas, the next day, we were to enter trackless country.
Working out that day's rate of progress, I made it not much
more than one mile an hour, as compared with the normal two
and a half miles.

In the morning, things at first looked a little more cheerful:
there was a perfumed freshness in the air that left little room
for worries. In this part of its course, the river had hewn its
way through a succession of deep chasms, racing through their
depths in a thin line of foam. The fantastic rock-walls of the
cutting were unlike anything I had seen elsewhere; and yet
there was something reminiscent about them, but I could not
just lay my finger on it* Eventually it dawned on me: it was
the rocks in Giotto's frescoes. The whole scene would have
served to illustrate the Inferno of Dante; thus I picture murky
Acheron, or Styx, on which if an oath be sworn, even a god
may not break it.

Towards ten o'clock the temple of Gangotri, the end of the
pilgrim road, came into view, a pleasantly-proportioned domed
building of grey stone that did not look very old; I should have
guessed no earlier than eighteenth century, though this may
not be quite accurate. It stands on the river bank, against a
background of noble deodars. We were received by a priest
who offered to show us round. We gave him a small present,
and besides, following the ancient custom of feeding a specified
number of poor Brahmins, distributed alms to some of the
neediest-looking of the pilgrims. In front of the temple steps
we removed our shoes and were then permitted to approach
near enough to peer vaguely into the dark interior. A tray with
sweetmeats that had stood in front of the image was brought
out and we were each invited to taste a piece, and then our
foreheads were marked with powdered sandalwood, to the
accompaniment of triumphant shouts from the bystanders led
by Jai Datt. Sight-seeing, lunch, and a long rest filled a couple
of hours before the signal was given to continue the march*

At once a chorus of moans rose from the porters, who had
evidently been counting on our* readiness to accept the few
miles between Bhaironghati and Gangotri as the equivalent of
a day's work. Wringing their hands they whined: " Please,
please don't make us go farther to-day. There is no path, it
is a terrible wilderness full of leopards and bears. We shall